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Kim 


"Let's go somewhere. I want to buy youa 
beer." 

"Alright!" I say. 

She grabs a sweater, me a light jacket, and 
we walk to a neighborhood bar. 

"Isn't this a gay bar?" I ask 

"No. It's a mixed crowd,” Kim says and 
pulls open the door. Kim gets the beers and I take 
a table by the window. I look out across the 
Panhandle of Golden Gate Park and up the hill. 
The Church of St. Ignatius Loyola looms above the 
city catching the late afternoon sun. Always in San 
Francisco there is the light. The light and, on the 
hills, something beautiful to reflect it, to glow 
amber, then orange, then pink as the day lengthens 
into night. As I wait I look around the bar and see 
Kim is right. The crowd is a mix of young straights 
and gays. The gay men with their clean look, hair 
just cut, short-cropped beard, casual shirt, tight 
jeans. This look says, isn't it great to be young and 
gay in San Francisco. Kim comes with the beers. 
Kim wearing loose-fitting pants, a sweater 
covering large breasts, comfortable running shoes, 
short black hair clipped above the ears. "I like to 
wear dresses in the summer in North Carolina," 
she says with a mild Southern accent, "but it's too 
cold here." The notorious fog and chilly summers. 
Mark Twain's adage, quoted once too often. We sip 
our beers and look around, two straights taking in 
the gay scene. Neither of us knows that in six 
months Kim will be ina relationship with a woman 
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named Jane, a biker who wears a black leather 
jacket with chains. 


Kim came to an institute in San Francisco to 
take a degree in counseling and classes in Tai-chi 
Chuan. She'd started a regional Tai-chi society in 
North Carolina and taught classes--no small feat in 
the South. Here she studied with Ben Lo, a disciple 
of the late Cheng-man Ching, a master revered in 
Taiwan. Tai-chi was her life’s love, but she had to 
make a living. Once she had some sessions with a 
therapist that changed her life, and it made her 
realize she wanted to be a counselor. 

We met ina Tai-chi class at the school. But 
she quickly lost interest in the teacher, found the 
teacher’s teacher, and studied with him. Kim and I 
went out a time or two and I made a pass at her, 
which she gently declined. After that our 
relationship settled into a warm amiability. She 
would phone me up and say, “let’s get a burrito.” 
We'd go to the Mission District, San Francisco’s 
Latin Quarter, where every year Carnival is 
celebrated — that festive, color-splashed parade 
with steel drum bands on slow moving trucks and 
fleshy, feathered women dancing in the streets. 
Maybe we’d go to Puerto Allegra, with its sparse 
interior, Christmas lights hung on dusty pinatas, 
and burritos as big as a small loaf of french bread 
served for a buck and a quarter. If we felt flush 
we'd go to the more festive La Rondala, with the 
circular mirrored ball that hung from the ceiling 
and threw swirling specks of light on the barroom 
walls. There was a live mariachi band, and large 
buxom Mexican waitresses that served steaming 
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platters of enchiladas, rice, beans, and a Tecate 
with the slice of lime on the side. 

Or we would take walks together. One time 
in Golden Gate Park we passed a carousel with its 
ornately carved and painted horses. “Last ride of 
the day. Everyone rides free,” the operator called, 
and we climbed aboard. I had never ridden a 
carousel, but from that day on whenever I came 
across one, I rarely missed the chance to ride. They 
held a fascination for me I could not explain. I felt 
no self-consciousness on them—an adult ona 
child’s plaything — but enjoyed the sensations, the 
gentle up and down movement that corresponded 
to the rotation of the carousel, the music emanating 
from the hub, lights and mirrors, the slight breeze. 
Kim could see it pleased the child in me (and years 
later sent me a Christmas tree ornament in the 
shape of a carousel horse which I have hanging on 
my tree even as | write this). 

It was during these walks that I first learned 
of Kim’s relationship with Jane. Little by little, 
over the period of several months, the story of her 
tentative first steps into bisexuality unfolded. 
Though I never met Jane (had chances, avoided 
them), I was never completely comfortable with 
her. She seemed too extreme for Kim. But I wasn’t 
sure. Coming from a town in Oregon’s Willamette 
Valley that was culturally homogeneous and 
provincial, I had developed some ingrown 
prejudices. Then ] moved to San Francisco and got 
to know gay men and lesbian women, worked with 
them, became friends. And, as the 80's progressed, 
watched in horror as gay men died in staggering 
numbers around me. Under those circumstances 
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my prejudices fell like icicles ina warm rain. It 
was no grand gesture on my part, overcoming 
these prejudices. It was simply impossible to know 
gay people and maintain demeaning stereotypes 
about them. So who was I to say. Maybe Kim 
needed something extreme to kickstart this part of 
her life, a part she might otherwise never know. 
Not much later, and to my secret relief, Kim broke 
up with Jane. But not until she came to accept this 
new part of herself, to see that her identity was 
incomplete without it. 

Kim eventually finished her degree and 
went back to North Carolina. Through 
correspondence I learned she had gotten a job 
working as a county mental health counselor. 
Later she fell in love with and married a Southern 
man, and together built a house in the country — 
something Kim had always wanted to do. But 
she'd also joined a bisexual support group and 
stayed active in that. I never learned how her 
husband felt about this, or if he knew, or just how 
she reconciled the two. 


Back at the bar, Kim and | are still talking. 
It's growing dark outside — the pink glow of the 
city giving way to twilight, lights flickering on like 
waking eyelids. The energy in the bar is buzzing, 
the evening starting to heat up. As we sit drinking 
the last of our beers, we look up to see two men— 
rabid crossdressers —come through the door. What 
they wear is a bold and dramatic statement in 
gaudy. One wears a flaming red full-length dress 
studded from top to bottom with sequins, the other 
oversized black heavy-rimmed glasses, those with 
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silver sequins, too. They put Liberace to shame. 
The entire bar turns to look, and for a moment falls 
silent. And in that moment something inside me 
hangs in the balance. Looking back, I can see it is 
the moment just before my prejudices started 
falling, falling like heavy glass, readying to shatter. 
Because after that stunned moment of silence, the 
entire crowd erupts into spontaneous applause 
which the couple basks in momentarily before 
making their way to the bar. 


Vic Campbell 


Tavern Chicks 


Suspended between pool games 
and hangovers 
black leather 
anorexic bangled bitches 
converge upon the juke box 
butts wiggling 
to music not yet selected 
high-pitched giggles 
attracting the attention 
of the men in heat 
perched and primed 
on tipsy barstools 


A half-star movie at best 
filmed in smoke-screened 

shades of contrast-absent gray 
the finale 

a predictable pairing up 
to consummate 

their weekend at the beach 
Back home 

the contingency of bottle blondes 
lives together in clustered condos 

somewhere near the center 

of the Nordstrom rack 

high-maintenance cosmetology 

keeps them young 


while they live on lettuce 
apply make-up with a putty knife 
store their eyelashes 
in clear plastic boxes 
and shave their legs 
twice a day 


Jan Bono 


Bar Talk 


Alcohol makes you deaf 
the only acceptable excuse 
for the volume of their speech 
assuming, of course, 
their words are not 
solely for my benefit 


Wish to high hell 
they'd keep it to themselves 
but high hell won’t intercede 
and the bar keep 
hasn't the sense 
to turn the juke box up 


I have to take it personally 
being the only woman of size 
in the room this evening 
while other large women 
hide at home 
hoping to become thin 
or invisible 
by morning 


In tonight's fantasy 
bolstered by a few quick shots 

of tequila 
I stand on the bar 

belt out a rousing rendition of 
“Is That All There Is?” 

bask in the thunderous applause 
from silent suffragettes 


For an encore, 
slurring my words 
ever-so-slightly 
I give an Oscar-winning soliloquy 
criticizing the lengths and widths 
and all-too-obvious 
alcohol-induced impotent status 
of each of their 
shriveled little — dicks 


Jan Bono 


Snake Man (She Nanren) 


Carol thought we should leave, but I wasn’t 
about to back down to a bunch of punk Taiwanese 
gangsters. In retrospect, it was probably the 
“pijiu” (beer) talking. 

Carol was a new teacher at the school where 
I worked. I offered to show her around Taipei, to 
help her with the culture shock. The fact that she 
was tall, sleek, and blond, caused my generosity. 
Usually I had no use for anglos who came to 
Taiwan, to make their fortunes teaching English to 
kindergarten children from wealthy families. 

Maybe it was our height or blondness, or 
just that we were the only “yangguizi” (foreign 
devils) in the bar. Across the room a group of 
Taiwanese men stared at us. Their baggy clothes, 
heavy gold jewelry, and extensive tattoos indicated 
their occupations. The smoky air and the red glow 
from dragon lamps on the tables made the group 
look even more ominous. 

“Larry, I came to Taiwan to teach sweet little 
Asian children. I’m not really interested in being 
drugged and sold into prostitution my first week 
here> 

Carol had read too many guide books. 
“They're just gawking. I could take all of them. 
They're half my size.” 

“They are Triads! I read about them. They 
control all of Asia and parts of L.A. Even the 
Communists are afraid of them.” 

“Carol, after you’ve been here a while you ll 
get used the stares. They are bluffing. They don’t 
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control Asia and Los Angeles, they control San 
Francisco.” 

“See, you admit it. They are Triads, and 
those are the ‘Godfathers’ right over at that table.” 

“I’ve been here three years and never had a 
run in with any of these hoods. They’re 
posturing.” 

"Well, that scary one with the snake tattoo is 
staring at me. I know he is." 

Carol was referring to one of the gangsters 
who appeared to be the leader. He had a tattooed 
snake coiled around his neck and up over his face 
so that the head of the snake, fangs bared, stopped 
under his left eye. The leader's head was shaved 
on one side. 

All the gangsters had the same chain tattoo 
circling their forearms. All were well muscled. 
Their eyelids were half-closed like the scenes in old 
photographs of opium dens. I told Carol she had 
nothing to fear as long as I was her guide. I flexed 
my bicep and glared across the room. 

"Larry, maybe you should chill on the beer 
and eat something, some real food. But, I promise 
I'm leaving if you order anything weird." 

Carol was British. This was her first time in 
Asia. Although Tawain has more Seven Elevens 
than anywhere else in Asia, Taipei still has some 
ancient local color. When a street vendor sold mea 
small glass of warm snake blood, Carol threw up. 
The vendors agitate the snake before killing it in 
the belief that gall is released. 

"It's an aphrodisiac," I told Carol. 

"Well it's bloody stupid," she gagged and 
spit. 

1] 


The snake man gangster was agitated. He 
stared at me and begn moving his fists back and 
forth in front of his chest like a prize fighter. 

I had had it. I stood up. Carol ran to the 
ladies room. I charged over to the gangsters’ table 
and said in English, 

"Okay, Asshole, you wanna fight, come 
outside." In retrospect it was one of the more 
stupid things I've said in my life. One of the other 
gangsters, a slight pale youth, grabbed my arm and 
tried to speak to me. I threw him off and repeated 
my challenge to the snake man. Again the skinny 
guy grabbed me. 

"No, no," he said in English, "He doesn't 
want to fight, he wants disco-dance with you. Our 
country okay." 

"In my country fists out front means you 
want to fight. Fists over your head means you 
want to dance." (Well in Rome, I thought) 

Carol was peeking out of the ladies room as 
the snake man and I took to the dance floor. Two 
hours of gyrating and waving our arms around to 
the Bee Gees, he never said a word. Then he 
directed his skinny translator to tell me the 
following: "Lungtou wishes you to tell him, anyone 
bothers you while you are in his country. Let him 
know. He will personally take care of them." 

On the way home Carol wouldn't stop 
laughing, even though I said, "If you tell anyone, I 
will call Lungtou, and he will personally hold you 
down and make you drink warm snake blood." 


Reba J. Owen 


The Cobra 


Skinny, turbaned flutist fingers 

A meandering tune while I malinger 

In a basket--a Lucifer--looped coil 

Upon dry coil. You can't know what toil 

To unwind each inch from inch, I never end. 
Then I emerge, emblazoned, regal, and bend 
And sway like a coy girl, my quasi-eyes 
All-seeing but quite blind; the cobra logo. I 
Am enslaved to a tootler--go from this place. 
I give you only my painted eyes and false face. 
Not the proud race that once ruled the earth 
And brought down upon man God's curse. 


Sharon Johnson 
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Snow on Bamboo 
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Brian Harrison 
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Transition 


Dark clouds shroud the coast range 
Alders and Oaks cloaked with buds 
The irrepressible green urge 

Pushes blades of grass 

Out of winter fallow land 

Plum and almond blossoms 

Seduce hungry bees as we launch 
On the voyage of another millenium 
Daffodils by fallen chimneys 
Survive the decay of old homesteads 


Wayne Wergeland 


Surprise! 


Molting leaves, 
announce the third season. 
Dirt smells in air. 


Turning black earth, 
making bark mulch. 
Secure for winter. 


Cooling mornings, 
frosted webs. 
Snow on the Saddle. 


Looking out, 

wilted garden blooms. 
Thorns everywhere. 
Thence 

seeing untimely buds, 
"Red Beauty Rose." 


Possibilities! 


Tim Dalrymple 


Coho 


Below the surface yet unknown 
silver like sorrow rises. 
Scaling air, a glimmering arc 
peaks as soon as it appears, 
then hangs like slow ache 

in the sun— gills burn with air, 
eyes awake, not knowing 
when descent begins 

only that it has 

and happens slowly. 

A silver blaze fades 

like sun into black 

beneath the rippled surface. 


T. Fredson 


The River II 


The river 
so low 
it appears 
to flow backwards 

as late-summer breezes 
trick the eye 
by blowing upstream 
and rippling 


the shallow surface. 


The river 
so low 
you can see 
flat shadows 
on the bottom 

as leaves float 
downstream 
looking as though 
they are flying 
instead. 


Arms outstretched, 
feet could 
tread carefully 
on this rocky 
river bottom, 
and knees 
perhaps even calves 
would stay dry. 


Or arms outstretched, 
with body prone 
in the shallowest 
of shallow spots, 
face uplifted 
to the sun 
soaking in 
earth, sky, and water 
at once. 


The river 
so low 
fish huddle 
in holes 
seek shade 
from trees and 
broken branches 
as the river 
disguises itself 
as a very wide 
stream. 


Linda Werner 


Estuary Light 


The grace of the river 

at dusk: the shape 

of a woman’s body slipping into 
a dimly-lit bathtub, as in 

a painting by Degas, the gleam 
and curve of her back and arms 
as candlelight 

shines on them. That’s the way 
the river looks, tonight, a 

quiet icon 

from some strange religion 

I must have forgotten, because 


if I could remember 


I would tell you the 
name of it, a way 

this light could 

stay with us, instead of 
fading as the 


darkening land grows 
more dense and the river 
reflects the heavy grays 
of 

the sky’s shadow 


Susan Firghil Park 
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languidly leaves fall 
swirling, swaying, interlaced 
smiles of radiance 


Il 


azure butterflies 
whispering between flowers; 
rainbows underfoot 


Jereen LaFerriere 
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dandelion sun 


late in the afternoon 
weary, i tread 
through fields 

of golden dandelions 
stepping carefully 
to avoid each one 
remembering 

once said: 

for every 

flower lost 

a star dies 
somewhere 


Russ Hunter 
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Why We're Eating Dinner at Nine 


This is why our ancestors 
ate fashionably late: 
Yellowjackets. 

I know they serve a purpose. 
Somewhere, 

explainable by science, 
there is a reason why 
God designed them. 
Unless 

a mistake was made 

and their continued 
existence is because 
He--absent mindedly, I'm 
sure--forgot 

to delete them. 

Just in case 

each day I'm here 

I'll do my best 

to make them 
endangered 

until night is here 

and they are not. 

And that is why 

Dinner is served at nine. 


Diane S. Hankins 
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Night at Eagle Rock 


When night steals light, 
steals color, 
steals the day's heat, 
When the campfire 
coals blink and wink, 
scatter them. 
Under towering evergreens 
lie upon a bed 
of boughs 
and listen to the night: 
the silence of stars hidden 
above deep canyon walls by pine; 
the night wind as it plays 
. hide and seek over free running water; 
the River's quiet song of darkness. 
Listen as you ease toward sleep. 
Drifting now, listen... 
Listen... 
Do you hear? 
A deep harsh voice speaking 
words unintelligible, 
a second voice, softer; 
the click of moving rocks, 
the flutter of brush against buckskin, 
a startled bird's complaint. 
Open your eyes to darkness and solitude. 
Strange voices, 
strange words... 
It's the river shamen-- 
North Umpqua spirits-- 
guarding your night. 


Diane S. Hankins 
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Presence: Elk Herd at 3:00 am 


So similar to watching the elk, 
Late, easing through the mist, 
Just being there. 


Breathing silently, moving in, 
Moon-glow casts through the doorway, 
Soft edges of the baby porcelain face 
Glows in muted neon, lit within, 
Exhaling sounds that I should make, yet, 
I can only breathe in. 


My mind balances on the crib’s edge. 
I move to touch her wisps of hair 
Which fly like a cirrus mane against 
The backdrop of sleep; 

(While her body is so still, 

The clouds of dreams blow past against 
A static blue sky.) 

Elk would leap away; 

She dreams under my hand, 

Truly most God-like 

Is her power in repose. 


Moving with the tides, in lunar light only, 
Walking out of the darkness of the eclipse, 
The small waves of elk wash 

Into the meadows around my home: 

A silent filling of the open areas 

With warm, breathing beings; 

Flowing onto Thomas's praise plains, 
Fields of glorious light, 


Filling in the night holes. 
oS 


Walking the uneven ground of night 

Scents of wild rose, nettles sting the air, 

Then, the purple ink-dark smell of blackberries — 
Ahead I see the shadow elk, 

Shapes that move to a slow, slow waltz: 

Graze here, step, step nibble there. 


As I breathe in, 

My mind perched on the log where I stand, 
I see my daughter, 

Newborn, 

Sleeping with the herd. 


Michael Ray Seaman 


26 


Camp Asleep 


Camp asleep 

Two in the morning 

No moon 

Ghost-faced clouds drag 
Wispy tissue paper tails 

Across this mountain lake tame 
As departed Haisla souls 


Offshore 

Seals roil and boil 
Another mating season 
Slap of tail ricochets 
Like hard rifle shot 
Slicing as deep and true 
As a honed steel blade 


The message that is this wilderness 
Rings bell-deep 


I like this hour alone 
This bowl of granite that shapes 
Lake and soul 


Waterfall behind me 
Dances the dance 
Wild men follow 


On such a night 


Stillness 
Goes far then plunges 


oH | 


For miles into dreams 
Others want for 


A thousand miles away 

I remember you 

For this gift given 

Love steady like footprints 


David Campiche 
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Dinner for One 


three rock bass I fished from dark haunting water 
tangerine kayak bobbing gracefully 

on supple ocean currents 

calm tonight 


dig a pit into black pebble beach 

build a fire of split cedar and spruce limbs 
pitch and kindling smells waft 

and sea salt on brisk October air 


when the faggots are scorched and burned to coals 
fill the pit with speckled stones 

honed cannon ball round and hard 

as the wilderness around you 


waiting for the stones to glow 

sip aged Burgundy from a blue enamel cup 

deep skies fester with sunmotes and cauliflower 
shaped nimbus 

richer than your happiest dreams 


maybe you remember a lover's skin 

flushed with desire 

on the deserted beach your mind is calm 

steps away from the sea bewitched the color of her 
opal eyes 


now, six fillets swaddled in packages of nori kelp 
you gather the fronds along the beach 
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then lower them gingerly onto a bed of smoldering 
sea weed 
cover all with more broad leaves 


almost blankets 
this time pungent 
skunk cabbage 

a final layer of sand 


pour salt water through a funnel of severed bull 
kelp 

hot coals sizzle and steam 

heat pouring into the brisk Canadian air 

behind and through the restless forest 


fish flesh 

succulent, smoky, good 
you bite the flesh 
tender as first love 


beyond 

streams of sunset and ocean 
settle into holy full-moon nights 
your eyes scamper far 


alone by the campfire 
you remember 

a lover's skin 

flushed with desire 


David Campiche 
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Riding in a Car 


No one else recalls that night, 
though I have kept it 

like a shuttered room, a 

dim, unused, yet guarded place... 


No different from a 
hundred other married 
friends, we four 

had met to share 

a meal, the 

amber ease of ordinary hours 
spent in your home like 
many hours before except 
that night. 

At evening's end goodbyes 
were said, and as 

my husband rose to thank 
your wife, you 

pressed a kiss so hard 

on my mouth we 

lost our balance falling 
backward to the 

floor. 

Laughing after, no one 
cared or spoke of it-- 

jokes have fleeting lives, and 
silence settles on a 

room abandoned to the years. 
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Today I watch the 

brown fields pass and 
lifting fingers to my lips still 
feel your 

startled pain. 


Rae Marie Zimmerling 
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You Said "18 Months..." 


you said 18 months: "most people leave 
after 18 months" 

i'd be gone—history-- 

it would all 

be in the past 

that is not what happened 


it has been six years 

and other towns 

since you died and i remember 

the beauty of your brown-eyed laughter 


at baseball games 

at goofing around times with 
the other boyz 

the hoop times--’skin ball 
that is not what happened 


longhouse dressing ceremony: 

that Chicago Bulls cap looks weird on 

your frail Navajo body during this terse 
meeting between the Traditional and tv Indian 
worlds 


it was a rez party you got shot in the head 
at sixteen 

a jealous boy’s target 

did you get to make love, even once? 


your journey on this Red Road 
your Light blown out / blown away 
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the m.c. tells us: “you'd better say goodbye for 
real, this is the last time you will see him” 
wailing in Washat Seven Drum, wailing in 
Christian, wailing in Indin Shaker 
--missing you 


that is not what happened 
me and Michael saw you soarin’ 
in the sky lookin like a hawk and again, under his 
blanket like the wind 
comin back to tell us that 
you are on the SpiritRoad - “didn’t ditch” us - 
your sweet smile still near me. 


Stell Seeley 
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Death Of A Viking (for Egil) 


Big man 

pee splashed on the floor 
gave everybody his life 
and called out for more. 


He didn't say goodbye. 

He said something in Swedish 

Or Finn 

that meant Hail! Good fellow well met. 
We'll meet again. 


Every door opened inward 
every window looked out 
No tear stains on the jacket 
just gravy and stout. 


Aquavit if he could get it, 
Champagne if he could not. 


We sat in the evening 

drank up the wedding wine 
talked about Russia and France 
and girls and time. 


Now when I miss him 
and try to remember the tune 
I hear Hail! Good fellow! 


I'll see you soon. 


Tom Hannen 


35 


Old Nurses of America 


"We're old nurses of America" 

Cora told me 

and I agreed 

it was years ago 

I'm even older now 

I still remember her 

chubby ochre cheeks 

full face Sonoran smile 

dark eyes deep softness 

smooth as rivers' stones 

from years of silent vigils 

hands confidently touching 

unafraid of touching anything 

or anyone "Old nurses know" 

she said "we're only bystanders 

the audience and the movie is life 

coming and going before our eyes" 

She said this to me as we stood across 

the heaving belly of a woman straining to 

relieve her body of a useless lump of flesh 

the doctor said her child would be stillborn 

death before life she labored knowing this 

pain two-fold and hard with lifeless reward 

her forehead beaded as if her body grieved 

for this loss she shared with two old nurses 

Cora bending whispering uno mas minuto 

we lived the pain one minute at a time 

the reel of the movie playing out 

the scenes became more vivid 

but when it was done 

no one clapped 

or sobbed 

We washed our hands and went home. 
Betty J. Pico Ownbey 
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Guardian 


Years from today, when I’m old 

and you're gone, I'll be speaking to someone 
and an image will cut across my words 

of this day when I was guardian for your rest. 


My lips will part, my eyes will lower, 

my cheeks will flush, my words will stop. 
I'll be gone. They'll say she’s finally lost it, 
she’s besotted, and that I will be. 


I'll be back here to see 

you across this tumbled bed 

on this first quiet afternoon 

when you let me watch you sleep, 


your face dropped into the nest 

I made of your pillows, your hands 

and arms on top of the sheets, poised 

like David's, sculpted softly into my mind. 


I light incense by the bed for roses, 

set a shawl and candles on the table, 
call room service for dinners and wine, 
preparing for our night when you wake. 


Just like today, when it’s time, 
you'll open your gray eyes 
that open the wide skies to me 


and I'll be gone there with you. 
Florence Sage 
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Breakfast with Betty 


She beams at me, her singing mother 

coaxing her to suck. I won’t compare her to the 
sun. 

In T.V.’s blue light, men are pointing machine 
guns. 

Her world’s a whirl of twirly thingamajigs. 

A runaway rollercoaster filled with children? 

Three blind mice. We keep the mute button on. 

She sticks her left fist into her mouth, slick, 
gleaming. 

Three blind mice. She brightens at big smiles, 

the green undersides of tree leaves. I want to say 

her lighting makes me feel like Sibelius, 

the swell of the brass, the crescendo of the strings, 

that what she gives is grandeur. See how they run. 

When I was a teenager, I found a drawer filled 

with pencilled curlicues, spiraling flowers, vines 

with budding gargoyle faces, saved in my mother’s 
desk. 

Worlds which had issued from me. See how they 
run. 

Maybe I was one of those monks who produced 

illuminated manuscripts in the fourteenth century. 

Gilded pages ensconced in the British Museum. 

Betty takes her fist out of her mouth, cries, sucks 
rhythmically. 

They all ran after the farmer's wife, she cut off their tails 

with a carving knife. On TV a woman slaps a man 

across the face, the stereo plays quiet Miles Davis. 

How long can I keep the violence on mute? Please, 

can | at least reveal it in stages? Have you ever seen 


38 


such a sight in your, when the phone rings, I prop 
the bottle 

under my chin, my arms around her in semi- 
darkness, 

balance the receiver against my ear. A friend’s 
voice says, 

“Is this a good time?” “For a mother, there’s no 
such thing,” 

I say dryly. Two dim cars smash silently, and I 
wonder why 

The mice were blind, why she cut off their tails, 

Why I sing as our ignited faces gild the haze. 


Karen Braucher 
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Hometown Youth 


Two blocks from the haunted house 

down the hill from Larry’s fort 

a neighborhood full of 

loud, roller skating, can kicking, 

doorbell ringing children 

run across Old Bessy’s Porch with squash bombs 

She will be out to threaten them. 

A stubby grey haired “Candyman” opens his door 

flattered by toothless smiles 

gratefully accepting his pink mints. 

Mothers with migraines 

Children with nickels 

plead to see Randy Swanson’s new batch of 
puppies. 

In cut offs and Dad’s sweatshirt 

Little surfer girls and baby dancers 

doing The Jerk, The Pony, The Boogaloo 

Twistin’ and shouting 

singing and acting all the parts. 

Jan and Dean, The Beachboys, The Beatles 

All night concerts, all sold out 

In the attic of the old Victorian house. 

In the fall, Mrs. Hansen’s yard 

crowded with hard workers 

raking leaves 

repaid in ice cream 

Old Bessy, “Candyman”, Mrs. Hansen 

still hear children’s laughter 

The haunted house is a memory. 


Dorene Schmitz 
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That Summer I Turned Twelve 


The heat reflects from the sand, 
from the white rocks on roofs, 
from the cement lawns and patios, 
it ripples, stifles, and sticks 
as we drive the streets of Vegas. 


Passing the Flamingo, the Riviera, the Star Dust, 
we wave and call boisterously to strangers 
from our new, white, finned convertible 
with powder blue vinyl upholstery, 
our courage kindled and bared. 


Mom and I wear matching flowered shifts 
over skirted aquamarine swimsuits. 
Bill and Dad wear matching Hawaiian 
Shirts over still damp trunks while 
Our radio blares Mack the Knife. 


The best is the four thimble-shaped straw hats 
red, blue, green, and yellow 
with imbedded plastic sunglasses 
which we all wear--an anonymous 


laughing and happy family of nuts. 


The heat reflects from the sand, 
from the white rocks on roofs, 
from the cement lawns and patios, 
it ripples, stifles, and sticks 
as we drive the streets of Vegas. 


Nancy Hoffman 
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They're Alive! 


I found some potato bugs hiding and 
crawling under yucky old pieces of wood and big 
rocks. I let them crawl across my hands. I have to 
be very quiet to feel them tickle me. Sometimes 
there are whole bunches of them and they run 
away in all directions when I try to catch them. 
Sometimes I put them in one of the containers 
mom keeps under the kitchen sink. Mom watches 
me and makes her happy face when I tell her why | 
want the container. These are mine, all mine, and 
they are alive! They run everywhere on their feet. 
If I squeeze them they roll up and change into dirt 
and are gone. I won't squeeze them anymore. | 
like to show them to my friends. 

This is what happened the udder day. Mom 
was pulling weeds in her flower garden and I 
wanted to help. She didn't want me to help her. I 
was sad. | just pulled things from the dirt like she 
does but she kept saying, "No, not my flowers, just 
the weeds." Then she handed me a cold wiggly 
thing and said, "It's a worm." It moved different 
than the bugs and didn’t have legs. It was pulling 
itself long and then getting short again. I ran fora 
container from the kitchen. Mom showed me how 
to look for them under rocks and in the dirt and I 
pulled them out of their hiding places. If I pulled 
too hard they broke. Mom showed me how to be 
gentle and keep them alive. She said, "don't pull 
too hard, you will kill them." I found some little fat 
worms that moved slowly and were very sticky. 
Their stickiness wouldn't rub off on my clothes. 
Mom said, "those are not worms, they are slugs." 
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Last year there was a bider who lived in the 
window of our kitchen. It looked kinda like a 
monster with lots of fast legs. We would catch flies 
for it. I'm scared of biders. Dad threw the flies at 
the bider's web and we would watch as it would 
come out and wrap up the fly so that it could not 
wiggle free. Dad said the bider ate them for dinner 
and I watched to see but never saw the bider eat. 
The flies would always be gone the next time we 
looked. 

This year I caught baby dinosaurs up by the 
woodpile, Dad said they were salamanders. We 
kept some in a box on the back of the toilet for a 
while. They were fun to hold. They liked me a lot. 
We tried to feed them flies and potato bugs and 
slugs and worms but they wouldn't eat so dad said 
we would have to let them go so they could get 
back to their moms. I didn't want them to die so I 
put them back were I found them. Then Dad took 
me to see some lizards at a store. The people there 
wouldn't let me hold them. They were awesome 
and I wanted one! 

One day Dad brought a nake home from the 
woods. We had him for a little while and I would 
hold him. I like nakes. I took him out in the grass 
and let him roll around and hide. We only had 
him for a few days before Dad said he would die if 
we didn't take him back to the woods. He wasn't 
eating what Dad gave him, so I took a long walk 
with Dad and we said good bye to the nake and 
put him back where Dad found him. I hope he 
found his mom. 

Another day Michael went with us for a 
walk up in the woods. He caught two nakes and 
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put them in Zak's hat. He wouldn't let me hold 
them very much and I was mad at him. I wouldn't 
hurt them, I would be careful. My Dad told 
Michael he would have to put them back. My Dad 
worried about the nakes and was afraid they 
would die if Michael didn't take care of them or left 
them somewhere in a jar. We don't know what 
happened to them. 

I asked and asked my Dad to find me 
another nake. He took me up in the woods and I 
found one! I am taking care of him. I know he 
likes me very much because he ties himself around 
my fingers. I catch him flies and he likes to hang in 
little trees out in our yard, I think he likes to climb 
trees. I put him in the grass and watch him and 
make grass piles for him. I catch flies for him and 
he tries to get them with his tongue. I like his 
tongue. He keeps sticking it out at me while his 
eyes are looking at me. If he wants me to I will put 
him back. I will miss him because I want to take 
care of him and play with him and hold him every 
day. I like nakes very much! 

Barbara Darby 
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Rain Forest Farm 


Our rain forest farm nestled in the foothills 
near the ocean. At night, in the quiet, we listened 
to the waves breaking on the shore. 

Daddy took Katie and me fishing for 
blueback salmon, luscious red on the inside and 
sparkling on the outside. 

Along the river, eagles flew overhead. 
Salmon is their favorite dinner. 

Sometimes we picked berries--blackberries 
and huckleberries. When we were very lucky, we 
found tiny strawberries growing in the sand by the 
sea. 

In our garden, cabbages and potatoes and 
beets grew fat. In the cool summer mornings, we 
helped Mama pull weeds and carrots. 

All summer long children and chickens ran 
free. 

Rain forest trees reached straight and tall 
near our farm, with green ferns and moss all 
around. 

Close to the rain forest it mists nearly every 
day. Even in summer, sometimes fierce storms 
come. 

While the wind howled outside, we pulled 
taffy and listened to Mama as she read Little 
Women. 

In the winter, we put on yellow rain slickers 
and black boots. Then we walked down the lane to 
meet the school bus. 

One afternoon Daddy sent us through the 
forest to fetch our neighbor. When we got back 
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home, we had a new sister. The next day, Katie 
and I fixed breakfast while Mama rested. 

Sometimes in the distant hills coyotes called 
in the moonlight. We listened to their yips and 
howls, and we wondered. 

Our chickens woke us up one morning with 
loud clucks and squawks. And then we heard a 
shot. Daddy said it was the biggest coyote he ever 
saw. Katie and [| held it up by the tail and Daddy 
took our picture. 

Our friends at school laughed when they 
saw the snapshot. Our teacher said we were very 
brave! 

Years later I left our farm in the rain forest 
and moved to the city. I still have our coyote 
picture; it reminds me of home. 


Now, if I close my eyes and think of the 
great tall trees, the salt scented ocean, the wild 


ferns and moss, I can hear the coyotes call. 


Rochelle Coulombe 
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Apologies to Josephine Ackerman 


Josephine Ackerman wore a snowsuit to church. 
I’m not talking, here, chic ski-slope fashion 

Just plain old wool snowpants and matching top 
Like our little brothers wore in the Michigan cold. 


And we wore, too, but not to school or church 
Just for sleds and snowfort kinds of days. 


But Josephine Ackerman was older than our 
mother 

and she wore a snowsuit to church 

And fat galoshes and she clumped her way up 

the aisle to communion 

And reduced us to helpless giggles. 


The kind of giggles we didn’t dare let loose in 
sound 

So the tears rolled down our cheeks and we shook 

Until Mother grabbed a shoulder and twisted us 
around 

To face the altar soberly. 


Now, when I am wearing a heavy jacket on the 
beach 

where children play in swim suits 

and tourists with goose-bump knees 


walk along in shorts 
I think of Josephine... 


Mary Longton 
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Gifted 


He’s been around this coast town 
since late last June. 

Itinerant shaman 

gone out of tune. 

Circuits blown. 

Drawn by the ocean 

to get back to the bone. 


He has laid a charmed path to reach 
his piece of driftwood on the beach. 
Rocks and bottle caps and bits of rag; 
tokens taken from a plastic bag. 


There are mornings when he curses President 
Clinton, 

and I wonder what memories are tormenting him. 

Maybe it’s an exorcism. 

One of his rituals. 


He feeds the seagulls, 

so they congregate when he comes. 

He throws breadcrumbs into the air. 

Whatever words he is uttering 

are drowned in the seagulls’ flocking and 
fluttering. 


After this communion is done, 
he puts a pair of headphones on. 
The transformation on his face 
is like the driver of an auto 

who rolls up the window 

to ensure insulation in its space. 
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He starts to circle his powerful ground. 
Brought to trance and alone 

in passage through some profound 
resonance of his own. 

He beats his arms against the sky. 

He holds magic. He can fly. 

A swirling wind stirs the sand. 

The seagulls swoop around his hands. 


We have spoken to each other once 

thanks to an unfortunate circumstance. 
Barred that day from the store where he 
buys tobacco, he came over to me. 

Asked for a cigarette after an apology. 

I was surprised by his voice’s gentle quality. 


The seagulls sometimes stay 
to give me company 


after he has walked away. 


Mike McCauley 
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Ship’s Galley 














Guy Hoppen 
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Seahaven Revisited 


I’ve been dreaming lately 

of the old cabin 

and the cot, layered with many-colored blankets 
by the ancient paned windows of leaded glass 
near the wooden box overflowing with toys 

by the storm door that opened onto the sea. 


I see our breakfast table 

with the eight wooden chairs 

sideling up to tan legs 

and the toaster by my brother’s chair 
(who was assigned to butter the bread) 
I want to see us all back around it. 


I spy the window that pushed outward onto 

hemlocks from the porcelain sink, 

its yellow paint chipped on the inside, 

the hinges rusted; its green paint on the outside, 
faded. 

We had tin cupboards packed tight with 
blackberry jam. 

and hot cocoa mugs with hand-painted flowers on 

them for kitty cat milk, 

Green ramekins and celludine salt and pepper 

shakers that never worked, 

As if you were part of my nursery rhymes. 


...a drawer in which you had to use your 


imagination 
in order to open a can. 
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And the way the two uneven tin cupboards over 

the stove 

banged shut. 

A plate of pink and purple flowers glorifying 

mother given by her eldest daughter, 

who walked all the way into town for it, hanging 
on the wall. 


The glass jars on the counter filled with fragments 
of glass muted soft by the sea-- 

rocks, agates and pebbles in the green bowl on the 
round oak table, 

the green and gold antiqued mirror that reflected 
sneaking pie 

or Dad smoking one of his pipes by the fire near 
the closet door with 

all our heights recorded on the door frame 

(my Mom caught a fish which measured taller than 
my baby sister, 

the fish got recorded too.) 

And a tiny, tiny glass vase in which she put wild 
flowers on the kitchen window sill 

the cobalt blue syrup pitcher that we used until 
depression glass became antique; we put 
nasturtiums in it in later years. 

There was the ant eater, its driftwood body leaning 
against the wall on 

the floor as priceless as if it were a sculpture. 

The “pussy cat and the owl” in their peagreen boat 
that she discovered along with Walrat 

and a keen eye toward driftwood stories. 

The “sea horse” found also on the beach, perched 
near the lamp that glowed with orange 
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light through the orange fabric and all of her blue 

plaid curtains that adorned the picture window 

with glass and black wooden floats placed next to 

the shells on the sill 

before we had the money to buy antiques. 

By the fire her red rocker that brought so many 

babies to sleep 

his “dirty bird” that he found on the beach, 

the hand painted seagull with the red beak that 

soared next to the oar over our rock fireplace 

that extended all the way to the floor (sans hearth) 

providing a huge mouth of warmth for years. 

His tall iron poker standing guard on the right 
hand side 

next to the driftwood box with sea weary ropes 

(salvaged from the beach) resting with wood and 

his sheepherder’s coat 

and the gold tin prayer hanging by the fire with the 

words: 

“God bless this hearth” on it too, continually 

blessing our family. 


Carol Knutson 
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A Reassuring Streak of Blue 


I have never seen the green flash 

but a reassuring streak of cobalt blue 
clear in the day 

clear as far as the eye can see 

marks our horizon. 


Our mother drew our attention to 

the way the cobalt blue between sea and sky 
would appear on cold January afternoons 
over high seas 

in her usual understated way; 

it was there strong and clear 

reassuring, 

unassuming, 

pointing out without making a big to do 
or drawing 

undue attention to its beauty 

or its directness 

or its straightness 

or its presence 

like our mother. 


--this was no flash 

no hot hip thing 

for teenaged boys 

to point out to hot 

teenaged girls (who pretended to see) 

on hot summer nights 

after surfing and pouring coarse grain salt and lime 
and tequila onto our wrists to celebrate the 
sun going 
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down into a clear blue sea with a clear blue sky 
with a lemon yellow sun that created a 
quick hot flash of 

green as yellow hit blue-- 


This was blue, reassuring in a true kind of way, 
like the love she gives with 

steadfastness 

and the care 

unaffected, unassuming, 

always present 

with which she raised her children. 


Carol Knutson 
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Raspberry Tarts 


Her wrinkled, soft hands, dusted with a 
layer of white flour, push and pull at the sticky 
dough, flattening, rolling, cutting, and lifting. 
Quickly the hands work the dough with the wood 
rolling pin, rolling back and forth until the dough 
is somewhat round and thin. She cuts the dough 
into squares and places a dollop of raspberry jam 
in the middle of each. Her fingers fold up the 
corners of each square and bring them to the center 
of the tart pinching them together into small 
mountain peaks. With one hand, she grasps the 
greased baking sheet with the pot holder and holds 
it against her floured aproned body. With the 
other, she opens the door of the old oven, and ina 
blink, the baking sheet with the tarts disappears 
into the oven, the door shuts, and the waiting 
begins. 

This room is my mother’s room. This 
kitchen with its yellow formica table and matching 
vinyl padded chairs, dark worn linoleum, old 
refrigerator with coils on top, and stove with 
triangular black knobs lined up along the front — 
this room is my mother’s. It is here that her hands 
roll the dough, bake the pies, pour the coffee, stir 
the soup, wash the dishes, and sweep the floor. It 
is here that she arranges roses, lilacs, and dahlias 
from the garden in her cobalt blue vases, a splash 
of colorful disarray. It is here where the wash 
hangs to dry in the cold Michigan winter, where 
my father’s frozen stiff long underwear, hauled 
from the clothesline, thaws on the wood drying 
rack in the corner. This is where ironing is done 
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every Tuesday following Monday’s wash, where 
the steam rises from the hot linens and 
handkerchiefs on the ironing board as my mother 
presses the iron back and forth. It is in this room 
that she welcomes relatives and friends when they 
come to the back door to visit on most Sunday 
afternoons, where she sets extra place at the table. 
“It’s no bother,” she says, “we have plenty.” 

This room is the first place I come home to, 
the kitchen and my mother, as a young child 
coming in from school on a brisk fall afternoon, as 
a college student returning home to the safety of 
the nest, as a young bride after my first move out 
of state, and as a scared new mother with my first 
child. It is to this room that I come first even when 
my mother’s loving face no longer greets me 
through the window. It is in this room where, in 
her pink flannel nightgown, on a cold February 
morning, she fixes her last pot of coffee. 


Gail B. Balden 
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Taking My Mother 


Taking my mother to 
the dentist, she sits in 
the tiny waiting room like an 


unruly, angry child in the 
back row of the 
classroom, heel then toe 


tapping out nervous patterns 
on the beige carpet, a six-year-old’s 
blank gaze 


as her head swings back and forth, bored, 
random. She asks 
for a mirror, and when I hand her 


my small, rectangular compact, she 
can’t find the latch, gives it 

back to me 

to snap open for her. “We used 

to have these—they were 

round, this big,” (she shows me 


with her hands), “with a 
fluffy powder puff and 
loose powder.” She smiles, suddenly 


again a woman, her face remembering 
the lost curves of flesh, the feeling 
of dark power. 


Susan Firghil Park 
58 


A Moment with the Missouri 


History was made today, again, as 

the Missouri pushed its way through the Pacific 
stopping by our town for all of us to look 

with sorrow-filled hearts, knowing many lives 
were lost — 


and my heart broke because I wanted to 
call you and say, hey Dad, guess what? 
What's that? You'd say. 


And I'd tell you about the Mighty Mo, and how 

I got to see it in real life, and you being a Navy 
man, 

once so handsome and bright in your uniform, 

would tell me all your stories, and reminisce of 


days gone by. 

But instead, I could only long to call you and am 
reminded 

that you are gone, and once more, I miss my 
Daddy. 


But, I look again at Mo, and remember that your 
spirit lives 

on, with the others who have come and gone. 

Many eyes shed tears gazing upon 

this mighty ship but all our hearts are warmed by 

the memory of those we love 
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who served and fought for the freedom we still 
enjoy, and I remember that you 

are numbered with those men, and the pride 
washes away the sorrow. 

And though your ears are deaf to me now, I 
whisper to myself as I stand small and humble 
before this awesome ship, and say: thank you Dad. 


Claudia Ackerman 
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Florence 
(1899-1965) 


She stood tall and alone 
defying society much as 
the first spring crocus 
resisting the bitter winds 
dares to push through 
the frozen earth. 


She was a divorcee when it was 
not accepted-- 


A single mother when it was 
not understood-- 


Employed in the Depression 
when men resented her taking a job-- 


Facing life as the icy gusts 

whipped across the prairie 

she fought to hold her place 

fiercely independent and frightened 
like the lone flower 

swaying in hostile land. 


June Stromberg 
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Long Nights of Gaiety as Couples Danced 
and Romanced 


Across the land the worn fence drew a line 
like an arrow...rusty nails held 
faded yellow boards together. 


The barn came first into view. Rectangular, 

boards sagging, doors slightly ajar, a smile gone 
sour. 

A tin cup hung loosely at the pump waiting 

for water to fill its dusty insides. 

The trim above loft windows hung at an angle like 

shaggy eyebrows barely connected to the building. 

Underneath, broken cloudy panes 

looked out over the terrain. 


Once patrons ravished in rollicking barn dances. 
Hay was stacked for couples sitting 

around the perimeter on the hard dirt floor. 

Feet tapped in unison to the harmonica. 
Embraced bodies twirled and stomped 

to the rhythm of the fiddle. 


What we hear now is ghostly silence 
until wild winds whip across the plains 


and the creaking barn sags and sighs. 


June Stromberg 


62 


The Lighthouse Keeper 


From the top of the lighthouse 

a vista of craggy volcanic rock meets my gaze 

Like the hide of an East-Indian elephant cracked-- 
enarled-- 

dust colored. 

The rock embraces ghosts of lighthouse keepers, 
ships, and 

shipwrecked sailors. 


Five generations ago, great great grandfather 
William 

was the Yaquina Bay lighthouse keeper, 

beaconing against destruction. 


Then, as now, the sea’s force smashes the shore. 
Repeatedly the tide drapes over the rock 

and pulls the sea drape away from the 
promontory. 


From this vantage point, pines are seen below 

Diffused by sunlight moss wrapped, clad in Sufi 
troll beards. 

Pines as ancient as William. 


Julie S. Cederberg 
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Equivalence 


Ah, half undressed 
the yellow tree, 
ravaged by winter storm is 
losing constellations of star-shaped 
leaves that appeared in spring 
perfect as the carmine outline 
on brick of nighttime 
raccoons marauding my raspberry 
vines — their footprints five 
pointed like the maple leaves. 
The similarity of pattern 
makes me think it all began the same; 
though we've sought to embellish ourselves 
with unique overlays, to manipulate design, 
the original geometry and physics 
in the primary drafting 
of principle and law 
are nudely clear; 
the pentacle of the leaf, the print of the paw. 


Anne Phillips 
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Aurora Polaris 


The great white bear 

of poetry crosses my table 
ice floe to ice floe, stepping around 
pieces of work, shards and 
scraps on my kitchen table— green 
like the pure ice 

of really cold... 


I float over the green table, playing 
the violin of longing 

to compose, to be 
sure as white bear, 
to scuttle the icecaps of paper 
behind snowfences into 

ordered windrows... 


to form a book effortlessly 

with insouciance of white bear. And 
in her silence pad into true 

lines of North 

to disappear in the thrum sound of lighted air, 
compass left 

on my wasteland table. 


Anne Phillips 
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Conscientious Sweating 


Conscientious sweating 
clammy palms, dry lips 
heart attached to nothing at all 
fluttering around trying to be useful 
socks soaked--and I just put them on 
car's immaculate--it'll take years 
to scratch through that wax job; 
Oh dang Oh darn how the schmuck 
did | get into this 
I know | ironed this shirt 
How dare it wrinkle 
What will her parents think? 
Did I overdress or is it really 
black tie? 
And now I'm here at her door 
facing down a giant ogre--no, wait, 
it's her brother--thank God here she is smiling 
angel 
IS THAT HER MOTHER?! 
She says she's so sorry she's late 
Daddy says be back by EIGHT 
eight?? 
That gives us approximately 2 hours 
5 minutes and 43 seconds... 
I'm in the hands of Fate. 
Pull out of the drive narrowly miss the cat 
(not sure; wasn't it always that flat?) 
Polite conversation 
secretly drives us both insane 
But must observe first date protocol 
THIS SUCKS!! I long to shout, 
oh please, Please, get me out 
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But there's that sweet sleepy smile; 
Oh great, is she actually enjoying this, 
or is that an early symptom of DDS 
(Dating Death Syndrome) 
It's almost over (my life, I mean) 
I've got 10 minutes and 20 miles 
but that's a simple problem 
I did it--I made it--and with 23 seconds 
to spare 
She climbs out before I can show off my 
gentlemanly skills--this could be good-- 
"Thank you," she says, "I had fun" and then 
she's at her door 
I spy a yellow eye peering through the bushes 
(I try not to stare); 
One last look at where the angel flew 
is she still there? Yes! And, and 
she blows me a kiss! 
Blushing and in shock I stumble back 
and plop in my car--no mind the 
minor gash inflicted by my board rack bolt-- 
luckily I remember to reverse the beast 
never mind that yellow eye 
I'm in heaven (I think she likes me) 
But I can't help but wonder if instead of a kiss 
she was blowing off sweater fuzz 
instead. 


Dan Steiner 
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Point of View 


I 
Nature is no longer neutral: 
we must decide whether to 
conserve or develop, 
preserve or kill: 
whales and wolves 
salmon and seals 
orcas and otters. 
We are the ones who choose to 
dam the streams and 
clear the forests. 
We must choose sides; 
nature demands a point of view. 


II 
The man with “North Carolina” emblazoned 
on his bulging sweatshirt, 
started the conversation from a distance 
as we approached each other 
on Bowman’s Beach. 
“Where’s all the high rises?” 
he fairly shouted, as his wife stooped 
for yet another shell. 
“T guess they’re somewhere else,” 
I decided was a safe reply. 
“Been down to Naples for a meeting, 
spent some time on Marco Island too. 
Got some beautiful homes there,” he said. 
I winced and sighed, “That's true.” 
Suddenly, he turned his body around, 
sweeping his right arm and pointing to 
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the empty dunes, cabbage palms, and 
singing surf, saying, 

“But this is real!” 

His face filled with awe, 

he added, “I love this place!” 
Still animated, he went on about 
his own conservation project, 
When he finished, 

I decided not give him a hug, 
but did say, 

I liked his point of view! 


Franklin D. Christhilf 
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A Chinese College Freshman Asks Me 
the Meaning of Life via Internet, 1997 A.D. 


His small concrete apartment is 

a two-room box he shares with parents, 

not my rambling house with a view. 

He shares his computer with twenty others, 

while no one else touches mine. 

He wrote, “As you know, we are facing 

the complex reality now. We are often confused.” 

He asks what is the “intention” of living, 

whether life is a game. He says he knows 

life is not just “to earn more money and 

spend it with joyfulness.” On my computer screen 

I read, “What is your standpoint of life? For you 
see, 

I want to form my own through consulting others’ 
advice.” 

My standpoint of life. I’m worried he’ll 

get in trouble for asking questions. 

They could be “counterrevolutionary” 

ona bad day. A few years ago the purpose 

of life was to serve The Party, to serve Mao. 

I’m old enough to be his mother. 

Should I tell him to be careful? Does he already 

know? Prison such a quick step away. 

Or is it more “counterrevolutionary” to 

ask me “what is bungee jumping,” as his friend 
does? 

Where does meaning reside? My mother told me 

Father had tears in his eyes when he described 

a day in court. A lawyer and scholar, he found 
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our imperfect justice system so beautiful. The 
accused 

is given a fair hearing, at least in theory, and 
people 

are required to listen. This young man is willing 

to ask questions and to listen across an ocean, 

despite the danger. I have my father’s tears now. 

I'll write back that perhaps the answer is 

to live by extending ourselves--like he is doing-- 

hoping crazily to slip through an internet, 

beyond communism and capitalism, and connect. 


Karen Braucher 
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Gala 


This morning the aria of spring, 

envelops the tide of mankind's chaos, 

tripping lightly over the goddess of my ancestors, 
that feminine muse that wraps around the throat 
of the patriarchs' betrayal. 


She is our mother, once green and fertile 
spilling crystal clear rivers 

to wash away the shadows of the underworld, 
hurling brilliant crimson sunsets 

into the azure skies that touch 

the face of the one great thought 

from whence we all were born. 


And she hears the roar of chainsaws, 

and feels the gore of the bulldozer, 

ripping into her soul 

like the coroner at an autopsy. 

She moans in pain as her children become 
parasites, 

scratching and clawing at her skin, 

as she endures the countless rapes 

of her once verdant chastity, 

her breasts dry from 

the thirst of her two legged offspring. 


Like a swarm of mosquitoes, 
we drink her blood and feed our lust insatiably, 
believing there is no end to her bounty, 
finding comfort in our phantom omnipotence. 
She has remained on her back 
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stirring occasionally from the intrusions 
that tear into sacred places meant only 

for her creator's glory. 

She senses that we are no longer gentle, 

and have murdered the feminine and sweet, 
unleashing the phallus 

in violation of the songs of her virgin spirit. 


With great sorrow she knows what she must do, 

as she contemplates the moment 

of her children's compensation 

that dark time when she whisks away the 
bloodsucker, 

the prodigal son and daughters who poison 

the fragrance of her breath. 


All too soon her tears will fall for forty days, 
her loins will boil upon the oceans, 

the mountains full of her fiery blood, 

will cover her body with redemption 

as she seeks her rightful validation 

amidst her few remaining progeny. 


Imara A. Jabari 
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Illusion 


I found myself this morning, 

behind the nuances of my mind's declarations 
and my ego’s aberrations, 

leaving me in solemn recognition 

of my soul’s complete magnificence 

as it flows through the quantum brew 
towards a union with the Creator. 


It was never important, 

those daily complications of work and home, 
the angst caused by currency and relationships, 
that caused me so much tribulation 

and left me longing for a more gifted station. 
I, amongst the noise and focused intention, 
surrounded by so many breathing cadavers, 
forgot that within us all lies the answer, 

that sweet moment of revelation 

when the soul awakens and wraps 

around the kiss of an infinite awareness. 


We are trapped in a web of illusion, 

dancing to religions that seek to despoil 

the synchronicity of the Universal thought, 
encased in competition and malice 

sure of the grandeur of our existence. 

In the end we hold ourselves above the law, 
singing hollow songs to our grand dominion, 
over the land we walk, the skies we fly, 

and the poisoned waters we traverse. 
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We have lost our way 

stumbling through scientific thistles, 

believing ourselves significant animals 

who simply by chance find ourselves 

accelerating through space on a lonely blue sphere, 
lost in the great cosmic colossus, 

finding consciousness in the stew 

of primordial accident. 


Our tongues have forsaken the taste of reverence, 
rejecting the silent vibration that scratches the edge 
of the Creators' eternal sacrament, 

that sacred feast of the spirit as feet touch earth 
and the sun paints 

the face of a mountain. 


Imara A. Jabari 
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No Point 


His old lady’s harpin’ on it again, 

she don’t ever damn stop once she’s got goin’, 
but he don’t see the point in doin’ it now, 

not when that damned thing can come any day. 


A garden she’s got in mind—a garden, 

will you, and a fool deck, and other ideas 

he knows are plain stupid, a picket fence 

she wants, and trees, and patio in brick, 

and plane a smooth surface on the front door, 
and let’s fix those back stairs, and wash the moss 
off the siding and get this house painted, 

at least the trim, do stuff to fill his time. 


She’s worried about him, she says sometimes 
when he sits in his armchair staring out 

the murky picture window at the bay, 

won't even take a piece of newspaper 

and scrub the grit away, she worries then. 


She wonders why he doesn’t move at all, 
unless you can count that one muscle twitch 
repeating on the left side of his face, 

and what to do for him, and who to call 

to bring him back to life, to her, please soon. 


They used to laugh, they did! In the kitchen, 
danced old stuff they knew how to do, polkas 
even, and two-step and fine rock and roll, 
and in their bed they found a grace for two 
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but there’s no sense keep pretendin’ they’ve got 
a real life when he knows, any minute 

soon, the land, any day, will bulge right up 

from the west where the sun sets that he tracks 
home, and the moon, every day, every night, 

and rear, and scream and suck the water out 
from under soil saturated with sea 

under the whole damn house and lawn and stairs 
and garden and paint job, and down it all 

will fall, all that stupid work and them too, 
straight, flat down, and their kitchen and their bed 


and any day soon they two'll ride out drowned, 
godforsaken rats, no more ever holdin’ hands, 
on that biggest god damned tidal wave that’s 


ever come, goin’ all the way out there to hell. 


Florence Sage 
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An Omelette for Sisyphus 


Albert Camus, one of those dead French 
philosophers, once wrote an essay called "The 
Myth of Sisyphus." Sisyphus, as we all know with 
vague uncertainty, is the tragic hero condemned by 
the gods to the eternal task of pushing a boulder 
with all his mighty might to the top of a mountain. 
No sooner does the boulder touch the summit than 
it rolls down to the plain again, and Sisyphus must 
make his descent to push it up one more time. To 
Camus, Sisyphus represents the absurdity of the 
human condition: the apparent endless struggle of 
the human in the midst of the apparent 
meaninglessness of life. Of course Camus was an 
atheist, but no matter, Sisyphus was not. And he 
surely thought his fate absurd. So either way, with 
or without God, there is absurdity. And either way 
the human spirit, with a little "s" or a big "S" as you 
prefer, will prevail. 


As I contemplate this position under a lone light 
bulb poking through the darkness of night, I hear a 
scratching noise. At first I ignore it, too busy in my 
thoughts. But then, through the shadows at the 
distant edge of the room I see a small figure scurry 
across the floor. I get up and quietly follow it into 
the kitchen. Hearing the small creature scratching 
against the cabinets, but unable to see it in the 
darkness, I, very quietly, turn on the lights. At the 
instant the light comes on I realize that my 
profound effort to turn it on quietly was wholly 
unnecessary, as the creature has seen it just the 
same. Nevertheless, the fat bbown mouse is 
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trapped in a space beneath the counter. A space 
surrounded on two sides by cabinets, on the rear 
by an old half-papered wall, below by unfinished 
wood floor and above by underside of countertop. 
I look at the fat little fellow. He looks at me, but 
only fora moment. Then he turns and continues 
his hopeless struggle to scale the rear wall. 
Jumping, jumping, scratching, scratching. 
Grasping. Reaching a little bit higher each time, 
but always falling back down. Every once ina 
while the fat brown mouse stops to look at me for a 
moment, then returns to his task. I wonder if the 
mouse stops out of curiosity or if it is simply 
seeking a few moments' rest. In any case, | must 
plan my next action. First, | want the mouse out. 
The fat little fellow scurries around every night 
keeping me awake into the early morning hours. 
The hungry fellow picks at my fine selection of old 
crackers, bread, and cookie crumbs. The dirty 
fellow, no doubt, has some sort of highly 
contagious mouse carried disease. Second, | don't 
want to kill him. Asa partial pacifist, | am 
opposed to the killing of all creatures, including 
mice, gnats, slugs, and roly-polies. Also, | have 
had the spectre of death on my mind lately, which 
explains why I am even awake at such an hour, so 
it seems particularly inappropriate to kill a small 
mammal at this time, being a large mammal 
myself. So I stare at the mouse. It stares at me 
occasionally, during the moments it rests from its 
vain attempts at escape. Perhaps at these moments 
it thinks, as Sisyphus does on his walks back down 
the mountain, of its condition. But whether or not 
the mouse thinks, I surely do: I think of what to do. 
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A box comes to mind. In the next room is a small 
cardboard box, a comfortable receptacle I would 
say, for a fat brown mouse ona short journey to 
the wooded lot just down the street. Good. The 
problem now remains: how to retrieve the box 
without the escape of the mouse through the front 
of the cubicle which I now guard? Ina split 
second I have the answer: an intermediate 
mammal. I call the sleeping dog. Nothing. I call 
more forcefully. Wearily, the large dog putters 
over to me, sniffs, perks up her ears slightly and 
gathers together a bit of interest in her smaller 
distant relative. I say: Dog sit right here, don't 
move, don't advance, don't retreat, just stay and I 
will return to relieve you shortly. OK, says the 
dog. No sooner do I step back, however, than the 
half asleep, weary dog springs forth with all the 
grace of a puma, the speed of a mountain goat and 
the pinpoint accuracy of a bat--mammals all. And 
that is it. Eighty pounds of dog meeting several 
ounces of mouse at high acceleration equals 
mouselessness. In despair, I pull back the dog, 
fetch the box, and deposit the mouse within. | 
attempt basic resuscitation. To little avail, I fear. 
Nevertheless, I delude myself. I bring the box to 
the woods and gently release the mouse. In the 
darkness, I think I hear it scurry away. But I do not 
know for sure. Most likely it will become just 
another mouse omelette. 


The dog sleeps. I wonder if it really is absurd. 
Camus' last sentence rings through my ears: One 
must imagine Sisyphus happy. 

Luc Fenix 
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The Artichoke 


After the storm has passed 

The clouds break 

And the sun beams through. 

But the brightness holds no warmth. 
A chill wind rakes the garden. 


Down beneath the riffled heaps of straw, 
Below the whining wind 

In the dark cold compost: 

A single black shiny seed 

From a bud let bloom. 

Within this sphere the next world sleeps: 
The leaf, the stalk, the flower. 


Recall the tangy taste of earth steamed tender. 
Peel off the layers. 

Strip away the flesh 

Between teeth and tongue. 

Eat down to the last thin translucent bracts. 
Scoop out the nest of flowers to be. 

Reveal the pale green heart, a shallow bowl 
To hold the seeds to come. 

Now, 

Take a full bite 

Of sun. 


James Dott 
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Day Music 


Gribble and Drorpul sing mournful duets 

After dinner, in front of the fire 

On Wednesdays and Sundays. On Tuesdays 

They practice at noon humming dirges 

With Rhonda, their drummer 

Who doubles at times on the lyre. 

On special occasions, like spring tides 

And birthdays, the three of them bay at the moon. 

Once a month, or more often, the neighboring 
parson 

Comes to listen at lunch time, respectfully silent, 

Sipping buttermilk soup from a spoon. 


On odd numbered Thursdays they drive to the 
mountains 

To join with their musical friends 

Who established a marching kazoo band and 
bridge club 

Which travels to cities of modest proportions, 

Performing at major municipal functions 

Sporting long silky tassels with slightly frayed 
ends, 

They celebrate openings of bridges and buildings. 

They play Mahler and Sousa, and will if requested 

Play Mendelsohn’s Wedding March, traditional 
airs; 

A Night on Bald Mountain gets special attention 

At inaugural balls and at small County Fairs. 


Gribble, on Friday, goes out to the house of 

A recluse (who has a most wonderful habit 

Of whistling difficult tunes through his nostrils). 
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He gives Gribble lessons, in Shantytown Gaelic, 

On harpsichord tuning and playing the Dobro, 

For which he receives a baked rabbit. 

While Drgrpul stays home until late in the evening 

Rehearsing her lines in a play written by 

Sir Kwame Nkruma of Ghana. Her part is a small 

One with minimal movement, but all of her lines 
are in Latin. 

Her favorite part is the first intermission: 

She plays tunes on her didgeridoo, sitting high 

On the dais in front of the curtain 

While everyone else chatters by. 


Alan C. Batchelder 
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Manifesto of the Mad Men 


Mad men eat alone. They have no company in 
their icy warm lives. They swallow hard at their 
empty glasses, and eat the loneliness from the air. 
They join the ranks of sorrow, and fill their minds 
with the bottle’s empty promises. Hiding from 
their nights and running from their days, the mad 
men quietly create lives without the sun. They 
change their worlds inside of their galaxies, and 
lick the bottoms of the bottomless barrels. They 
thirst for bread, and starve for the attention which 
comes from knowing nothing. They know that 
they are surrounded by people who deteriorate 
when undeserved respect is held back, and even 
then they don’t want it. They sleep in places that 
are filled with nothing, and live in places that lack 
everything. They hear voices that are not speaking, 
and can steal the sanity from their own minds. 
Lacking nothing, but needing everything the mad 
men swallow their prejudices into the boiling ice. 
They crave distraction to drown out the emptiness 
of bliss, and they abide by rules that do not exist. 
Mad men eat not. 


Ember Hood 
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Vincent 


In the charcoal haze of the Borinage 
you dwelt and suffered with the miners 
caring for their souls as Christ’s servant 
battling your own demons 
finally taking up pen and ink to draw 
the depths of human anguish 
capturing for the eons the tragic faces 
of the potato eaters. 


In the flickered lamplight of lonely rooms 
you illumined your life in letters to Theo 
laying bare for beloved benefactor 
your struggle to capture true things 
aflame for the calling that would consume 
haunted by intimations of mortality 
as if you knew you would have only 

ten short years. 


In the broiling sun.of Arles 
you poured passion on stretched canvas 
intoxicated by vapors of sun and paint 
buffeted by a mistral that would not cease 
until extracting sanity as ransom 
for the brilliance of each stroke 
painting a masterpiece a day until 

life ran out. 


Sandra Lee Christhilf 
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Voice Box Jail 


If I could tell you why I loved her, 
The Sea would churn a thousand 
Times before the most perfect word 
Could escape my Voice Box Jail. 

If you could only see the love which 
Flowed steadfast from her body into 
My soul; perhaps then, you could 

See her beauty as I have seen it. 

I loved her eyes even as I gazed 

In horror upon the Death Stake. 
Waves of cheering, dreadful cheering 
Cloaked my screams; drowned out 
Hysterical sobs of remorse; terror. 
Our eyes vigilant of each crimson 
Undulation which ascended skyward, 
Molesting supple olive toned skin. 
Citizens gnashed their gaping teeth 
Not once touching her beautiful Soul, 
As it rose to dance upon white, frothy 
Foam crests of Ocean waves, 

Off in the distance; cool, soothing. 
Each witness, their rage stood impotent, 
Angels flew to greet their Sister Soul. 
If 1 could tell you why I loved her, 
The Sea would churn a thousand 
Times before the most perfect word 
Could escape my Voice Box Jail... 


Sabina Brown 
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Requiem for Mass 


Sober and cold; Death dressed well at your mass. 

Skeletons prance where thy beauty lies, 

The coffin sleek as silver; mourners pass. 

Salt soaked tears well, then stream from sunken 
eyes, 

Gathering again, patriarchs conspire. 

Holy words, void, fly upward without sound. 

Angels scream out androgynous desire 

Wings, bold and fierce; sweep fire upon the 
ground. 

Gabriel’s conquest; you made easy prey. 

Nailed palm and sole upon your Catholic cross, 

They come to escort; a place where souls stay. 

Loved ones, grieving over your corpse, the loss. 

Music loud, calls the choir; your savior’s Muse, 

Hades, at the river, in darkened hues. 


Sabina Brown 
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Chains 


Unshackled the chains fell to his limp feet 

The spirit is carried to many degrees 

Even the slightest sound can bring a moment of 
pain. 

Crashing stones line the shore 

no more sorrow to feed the fire, have we 

made a destiny of gruesome desire? 

And still I wonder of our truths, 

the lies pore forth to rebuke new tongues 

forcing words in common ground 

yet even with these we misunderstand 

what is going on around us. 

Broken hymns fill church halls to sing of equality 

and what's right and wrong 

Even in God's solace the light is changed 

Our hatred of one another unshackles the chain 
upon us 

Is this our prize? Have we won our race? 

Even blind men see the unjust in our eyes 

deaf men hear the sound of our lies 

and still the ocean laps upon the shore 

once more. 


Hilary Simila 
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Guy Hoppen 
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Three Songs Of A Political Prisoner 
Grenada, 1936 


I 
The Prisoner Singing Alone 


I do not know the man in the cell 

Across from me. Once, at the time of the evening 
Meal, I saw his hand reach out for the bowl. 
Rumors say he will be shot sometime soon. 


Now he is singing. 

His voice is the voice of one 

Who sings our old ballads in the gypsy style. 
He stops. Silence. 

Now he is singing again. 


I open my throat. I squeeze the bars of my cell 

Until my knuckles turn blue. I cannot 

Force a song from my throat. Fear chokes me. 

Fear's cold fingers close round the necks 

Of two hundred prisoners. No one sings. No one 
that is, 

But the prisoner singing alone. 
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II 
The Selection 


Dogs in the yard suddenly howl 

The white air. 

Far doors clang. 

They come in steel echoes-- 

Hard steady tread of the guards, 

And the scrape-flapping feet of the priest. 


I smell the smell of their boots, 

And the oiled blue smell of their guns. 

They descend. The smell of black ink, 

And the cassock, and the censer swinging and 
burning, 

Choke our nostrils like vomit. 


We beat on our bars as the guard 
Calls anumber. The priest's bell sounds. 
("Grant him rest...rest...and light everlasting...") 


They drag him away 

Through a cadence of steel, 
Leaving the smell of their leather, 
Incense, black ink, and the oil- 
Blue smell of their guns. 
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Il 
Evening Roll Call 


We stand ina hollow square. Stones. 

Cold and grey as rain. 

Numbers are called; names intoned. 

We wait. We listen, hearing our blood, strange 
As bugles. Then...the last call sinks down 
Like fog against tower and wall. 

Vibration of blood and bugle gone, 

And heartbeat gone where that last note fell. 


Guards blow sharp whistles. We close 
Ranks, turn and shuffle lock- 

Step toward our barred and shackled holes, 
There to lie, solitary, each upon a cot, 
Staring inwardly at minds 

Floating on yesterday's wind. 


A. F. Drape 
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New Year 1999 


waking at midnight 
to explosions 


blood red rocket 
eclipsing the pale full moon 


celebration or war 


dark dreams do not fade 
with the coming 

of the first morning 

of the last year 

of this sad century 


then the brief smile of 
ti 0-S-¥ 

fPistieee-Tres 
dawn 

through the mist 


Karin Temple 
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1999 Patrons 


Bank of Astoria 
Brown Financial Group 
Ernest and Ebba Brown 
Cannon Beach Book Company 
Arthur and Averil Draper 
Russ and Molly Hunter 
Old Town Framing Company 
Pacific Automated Library Systems 
Pacific Rim Gallery 
Mike Seaman—Area Properties 
Josephson's Smokehouse 
South Jetty Books 
Stricklin Farm 
Shelburne Inn 
Ralph M. Wirfs* 

John and Patsy Wubben 
Compleat Photographer 
Florence Sage 
Titus Vrunticious Maximus 


*(The staff also wishes to thank Ralph Wirfs for his 
generous support last year, and sincerely 
apologizes for omitting his name from the fist of 
patrons.) 
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Ill 


Eagle cries loudly, 
like cymbals...crashing swiftly 
he misses his prey. 


_ Charnell Waller 


